54               From Seven to Seventy

the description that had been given to me; but he
was such an artist that, in my youthful ignorance,
he convinced me that he was the real drunk that the
three-card-monte man imitated. Swaggering around
the room, he fished in his pocket for some money and,
pulling out a roU of bills, threw it on the floor in dis-
gust. Taking out a lot of gold, he indicated that it
was the only money he cared to use.

"I've been in the land of Mormons/* he cried, pro-
ducing apack of cards, "and I learned a new game which
111 show you. It's called * Find the Mormon.'"

All the men, including a crowd of my acquaintances
from the train, who had come in, crowded around him,
myself in the front row. My friend, the capper, tried
his hand and won several times, making a great haul*
Then he urged me to bet and, upon my telling him
I was broke, thrust a twenty-dollar bill into my liand.
I bet it and won, paying back my debt, and then
held out the other bill to the bartender to change so
I could divide with my "pal." He reached his head
down below the bar and I suddenly felt the atmosphere
change. . . .

I turned to my friend. He was gently fingering a
gun. With a cold, steely eye, the three-card-monte
man stood, a pistol in his hand, with one end lying on
the bar, casually pointing my way. In front of me
the "barkeep" had risen with another. I looked
behind for help, and all the men from the train had
silently melted away. Leaving the twenty on the bar,
I turned and walked slowly out of the place, not daring
to increase my pace by one second until I reached
the train. the West. He was a handsome,
